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Yorke. Thcn,asl faid,thcDuke,grcat^/%^%, 
Mounted vpon a hoc and fierie Steed, 
Which his alpiring Rider feenVd to know, 
With flow, bat (tately pace, kept on his courfe : 
While all tongues cridc, God faue thee Bullingbrooke. 
You would haue thought the very windowes fpakc, 
So many greedy lookes of yong and old, 
Through Cafcmcnts darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifagc : and that all the wallcs, 
With painted Imagery had faid at once, 
Icfu prefcruc thee, wclcom Bullingbrooke. 
Whil*ft he, from one fide to the other turning, 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds nccke, 
Befpakc them thus : I chanke you Countrimen : 
And thus ftill doing, thus he part along. 

Dutch. Alas poore Richard y vj\icvt rides he the whilft? 

Yorke. As in a Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well gracd Adtor leaues the Stage, 
Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 
Euen fo, or with much more contempr, mens eyes 
Did fcowle on "Richard t no man cride, God faue him : 
Noioyfull tongue gauc him his welcome home, 
But duft was throwne vpon his Sacred head, 
Which with fuch gentle forrow he fliooke off, 
His face ftill combating with tcares and fmilcs 
(The badges of his greefe and patience) 
That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofe) vtccl'd 
The hearts of men, they muft perforce haue melted, 
And Barbarifme it felfe haue pittied him. 
But heauen hath a hand in thefc eucnts, 
To whofe high will we bound our calme contents. 
To r Eulltngbrooke, arc we fworne SubieCrs now, 
Whofe State,and Honor, I for aye allow. 

Enter *s4umerle. 

Dut. Heere comes my fonne Aumerle. 

Yor. Auwer/e that \vzs y 
But that is loft, for being Richards Friend 
And Madam, you mult call him Jutland now: 
I am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 
And.lafting fealtie to the new-made King. 

Dut. Welcome my fonne : who are the Violets now, 
That ftre w the greenc lap of the new come Spring f 

Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not, 
God knowes, 1 had as liefe be none,as one. 

7V£*.Well, beareyou well in this new-fpring of time 
Leaft you be crept before you come to piir ? , 
What newes from Oxfor^?Hold thofe lufts & Triumphs? 

Aum. For ought I know my Lord,they do. 

Yorke. You will be there I know. 

Aum. If God preuent not, f pu r pofc fo. 

Tor. What Seale is that that ha without rhy bofom? 
Yea, look'ft thou pale ? Let mc fee the Writing. 

Aum. My Lord, 'tis nothing. 

Yorke, No matter then who lees it, 
I will be fatisfied, let me fee the W riting. 

Aum. I do befeech ynur Grace topardon me, 
It is a matter of (mill confequence, 
Which for fome reafons I would not haue feene. 

Yorke* Which for tome reafons fir,I mcane to fee: 
Ifeare, Ife3re. 

But. What (Wild you feare? 
*Tis nothing but fome bond^ that he is entered into 
For gay apparrell,againft the Triumph. 

Yorke. Bound to himfejfe? What doth he with a Bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife,thou art a foole. 
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\ Boy, let me fee the Writing. 

Mm. I do befeech you pardon me,Im avnA .iL 
Tor, I will be famfied:let me fee it I f av 1 V 


to 


'orfe. 


r. mmg rr.e my uoofs, l will vnto theKint. 

»U Strike him Aumnle. Pooreboy »»,!' ., 

c Villaine, neuer more come in my fil " d ' 
r. Giue mcmy Bootsjfay. ' 


Treafon, foule Treafon, Villaine^raTtor^sj' 
Dut. What's the matter, my Lord? * aUC ' 
Yorke. Hoa, who's within there? Saddle m l 
Heauen for his mercy : what treachery is hce > 
Dut. Why,whatis'tmy Lord? * C ' 
Yorke. Giue mc my boots, I fay • Saddle mv K 
Now by my Honor, rry life, my troth * r * c ' 

1 will appeach the Villaine. 
Dut. What is the matter? 
Yorke. Peace foolifh Woman. 
Dut. I will not peace. What is their 
Aum. Good Mother be content, it is no * ° ? 
Then my pcore life muft anfwer. * 
Dut. Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Seruant with Boots. 
Yor. Bring mc my Boors, I will vnto'theKinr, 
Dut. Strike him AumnU D 
Hence 
Yor 

Dut. Why Yorke, what w'llt thou do? 
Wilt thou not hide the Trefpaffe of thine ownc ? 
Haue we more Sonne*? Or arc we like to h a uc ? 
Is not my teeming date drur.kc v p with time? * 
And wilt thou pluckc my faire Sonne from mine Age 
And rob mc of a happy Mothers name ? " ■ 

Is he not like thee? Is he not thine ownc ? 

Yor. Thou fond mad woman : 
Wilt thou conccale this darke Confpiracy? 
A dozen of them hecr. haue tane the Sacrament 
And interchangeably fet downe their hands ' 
To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dut. He (hall be none: 
Wee 1 keepe him heere : then what is that to him i 

Yor. Away fond woman: were hec twenty times my 
Son, I would appeach him. 9 

Dut. Hadft thou groan'd for him as I haue done 
Thou wouldcftbemorepittifull : 
But now 1 know thy minde j thou do'ft fufpeci 
That I haue bene difloyall to thy bed, 
And git* t he is a Baftard, not thy Sonne : 
Sweet Yorke, fweet husband, be not of that minde : 
He is as like thee,as a man may bee, 
Not like to me, nor any of my Kin, 
Andyetllouchini. 
York?. Make way, vnruly Woman. Exit 
Dut. After Aumerle, Mount thee vpon his horfe, 
Spurrc poft, and get before him to the King, 
And begge thy pardon, crc he do accufc thec, 
He not be long behind : though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as faft as Yorke: 
And neuer will I rife vp from the ground, 
Till Bullingbrooke haucpardon'd thee: Away bcgonc.W 

Sccena Tertia. 


Enter Bullingbrnke, Per demand other Lor As. 
Bui. Can no man tell of my vnthrifcic Sonne? 
'Tisfull three monthes fince 1 did fechimbftt 
If any plague hang ouer vs, 'tis he, 
I would to hcawen(my Lords)he might be found: 
Enquire at London, 'mongft the Tauernes there : 


For 
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i T^T^y^* d * yly doth frcquenc ' 

F ° 1. „vUrained loolc Companions, 
Wi ^ V ^ hcv fay) as ftand in narrow Lanes, 
E "T lb our Watch, and bcatc our pafTengcrs, 

n-lu he vong wanton, and effeminate Boy 
^foSpointofHonor.cofuppore 

S ° P^°My Lord, fome two dayes fince I faw the Prince, 
. JSdhirnof tbcfeTriumphcs held at Oxford. 
M f And what faid theGallant ? 
p His anfwer was : he would vnto the Stewcs, 
d from the comraonft creature plucke a Gloue 
Ad wearc it as a fauour, and with that 
£ would vnhorfe the luAieft Challenger, 

M As diffolutc as dclp'ratc, yet through both, 
T fee tow fparkes of better hope which elder dayes 
May happfy bring forth. Rut who comes heere ? 
' Enter Aumcric. 

Am. Where is the King? 
*Bul. What meanes our Cofin, that hce ftares 
A n d lookes fowildely ? 

jinmGoA faue your Grace.! do befeech your Maicfty 
To haue fome conference with your Grace alone. 

Bui. Withdraw your felues. and icnue vs here alone : 
What is the matter with our Cofin now ? 

Jttm. For euer may my knees grow to the esrth, 
My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, 
Vnlcffc a Pardon, ere I rife,or fpcake. 

'Bui Intended, or committed was this fault ? 
Ifon chefirfi,how heynousere it bee, 
To win thy after loue, I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then giue me leaue,that I may turne the key, 
That no man enter, till my tale me done. 
2*/. H?ue thy defire. Yorke withiu. 

Ycr. My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe, 
Thou haft a Traitor in thy prefence there. 
BnL V^laine, He make thee fare. 
Aum. Stay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft no caufe 
to feare. 

Yerke. Open the doore, fecure foole-hardy King : 
Shall I for loue fpeake treafon to thy face? 
Open the doore, or I will breake it open. 
Enter Yorke, 

2?#/.What is the matter^nklcjfpeak^recouer breath, 
Tell vs how necre is danger, 
That we may arme vs to encounter it. 

Tor. Perufc this writing hcere,and thou (halt know 
Thereafon that my bafte forbids me fhow. 

Am. Remember as thou read 5 ft, thy promifc paft : 
I do repent me, reade not my name there, 
Myheart is not confederate with my hand. 

Yor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe. 
Itoreitfrom the Traitors bofome,King. 
Feare, and not Loue, begets his penitence ; 
r orget to pitty him, leaft thy pitty proue 
ASerpcnt,that will ftirrg thee to the heart. 

TSul. Ohhcinous,ftrong and bold Confpiracie, 
Oloyall Father of a treacherous Sonne : 
Thou (heere, immaculace^nd filuer fountainc, 
From whence this ftreamc, through muddv paffages 
Hath had his current, and defil'd himfelfe. 
Thy ouerflow of good, conuerts to bad, 
And thy abundant goodneffe (h all excufe 
This deadly blot, in thy digreffing fonne. 

a aC\ S ° ^ m y Vcrtue bc/his Vic ^s bawd, 
And he ftull fp Cn d mine Honour,with his Shame j 


As thrifcleffc Sonncs, their fcraping Fathers Gold, 
Minc honor liucs, when his dillionor dies, 
Or my (ham'd life, in his didionor lies : 
Thou kiirft me in his life, giuing him breath, 
The Traitor Hues, the true man s put to death. 

Dutcheffe within. 
Dut. What hoa(my Liege)for heauens fake let me in 
Bui. What fbrill-voicM S'jppliant,makes this eager cry 

Dut t A woman, and thine Aunt (great King) 'tis I. 
Spcakc with roe, pitty mc, open the dore, 
A Begger begs, that neuer begg'd before. 

'Bui. Our Scene is altered from a ferious thing, 
And now chang'd to the Begger,and the King, 
My dangerous Colin, let your Mother in, 
I know fhe's come, to pray for your foule fin # 
Yorke . If thou do pardon, whofoeuer pray, 
More finnes for this forgiueneffe,profper may. 
This fcfter'd ioynt cut off, the reft refts found, 
This let alone^viil all the reft confound. 

Enter Dutcheffe » 
Dut. OKing ; belecue not this hard- hearted man, 
Loue, louing not it felfe, none other can. 

Yor. Thou franticke woman, what doft y- make here, 
Shall thy old dugges, once more a Traitor reare ? 

Dpt. Sweet Yorke be patient,heare m: gentle Liege. 
'Bui. Rife vp good Aunt. 
Dut. Not yet, I thee befeech. 
For euer will I kneele vpon my knees, 
And neuer fee day, that the happy fees, 
Till thou giue ioy . vntill thou bid me ioy. 
By pardoning Rutland, my tranfgrefling Boy. 

Aum. Vnto my mothers prayres, I bend my knee. 
Yorke. Againft them both, my true ioynts bended be. 
Dut. Pleades he in earneft? Looke vpon his Face, 
His eyes do drop no teares: his prayres are in ieft : 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our breft. 
He prayes but faintly,and would be denide, 
Wepray with hearc, and foule,and all befide : 
His weary ioynts would gladly rife, I know, 
Our knees fhall kneele, till to the ground they grow : 
H s prayers are full of falfe hypocrifie, 
Ours of true zeale, and deepe integritic : 
Our prayers do out-pray his,then let them haue 
That mercy ,which true prayers ought to haue. 
Bui. Good Aunt ftand vp. 
Dut. Nay, do not fay ftand vpi 
But Pardon firft, and afterwards ftand vp. 
And if 1 were thy Nurfe,thy tongue to teach, 
Pardon fhould be the firft word of thy fpeach. 
I neuer long'd to heare a word till now : 
Say Pardon (King,)lec pitty teach thee how. 
The word is (Tiort ; but not fo fhort as fweet, 
No word like Pardon,for Kings mouth's fo meet. 
Yorke. Sneakeit in Frcnch(King)fay Pardon nemoy. 
Dut. Doft thou teach pardon, Pirdon 10 deftroy ? 
Ah my fowrc husband, my hard-hearted Lord, 
That let's the word it felfe, againft the word. 
Speake Pardon^s 'tis currant in our Land, 
The chopping French we do not vnderftand. 
Th ; ne eye begins to fpeake, fet thy tongue there, 
Or in thy pitreous heart, plant thou thine eare, 
That hearing how our plaints and prayres do pcarce, 
Pitty may moue thee, Pardon to rehearfe. 
Bui. Good Aunt, ftand vp. 
Dut. I do not fue to ftand, 
Pardon is all the fuite 1 haue in hand. 

Bnl. 


